CHAPTER III
Rebels
MANYA at fourteen was not yet as pretty as her
sisters. Bronia was quite grown up with long
sweeping skirts and her golden hair done up into
a bun at the back. She had taken her mother's
place and looked after the housekeeping and the
lodgers. Hela was sixteen and a beauty, fair and
tall and graceful. Joseph was also fair and tall
and handsome. He was at the university studying
medicine.
The girls would have liked to think of them-
selves as going to the university also, but in
Russian Poland no woman was allowed to go to
any university* If they wanted to learn more
than they learned at school, they had to get their
learning from books for themselves or in another
country.
For the moment, Manya was content for her-
self. She had gone on to the High School and was
as happy as a squirrel with all die nuts it needed;
but she was worried about Bronia. What would
Bronia do without a university? Couldn't she,
Manya, invent a scheme to get Bronia to some
country where girls could learn what they wanted
to know? She made up her mind to work and earn
money to keep her elder sister. Well, the high road
to earning was to get through school successfully!
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